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THE  WHISKERLESS  MARINERS 

A SECOND  ADVENTURE  ON  THE  LEGLESS  MINOTAUR 


OTJ  R village  was  changed ; 

changed  in  a single  night.  Yet 
the  village  grocer  did  not  seem 
to  mind  it;  the  old  lady  in  the 
crooked  little  corner  shop  did  not  mind 
it;  nor  did  her  cat.  Indeed,  it  was  clear 
that  no  one  in  the  whole  village  perceived 
the  change  except  me;  and,  for  my  part, 
I could  not  have  told  exactly  what  the 

The  first  Story  under  this  title,  which  was  printed  in 
“The  Register"  laSt  year,  deals  with  the  initiation  of  the 
writer  into  the  crew  of  the  Whiskerless  Mariners,  This 
story,  however,  is  complete  in  itself. 


change  was,  to  save  my  life. 

Nevertheless,  our  quaint  little  village 
was  changed.  I had  tramped  through  its 
dusty  streets  one  day,  stubbing  a stone 
with  a toe  now  and  then,  while  looking  up 
at  the  queer-shaped  eaves  sticking  out  of 
the  roofs  of  dwellings;  I had  gazed  with 
respect  and  admiration  upon  the  sturdy, 
brown  fishermen,  trudging  up  from  the 
landing;  and  I had  listened  to  the  ghost- 
tales  of  tavern  loungers  till  my  very  eye- 
brows bristled, — just  as  I had  always 
walked  and  gazed  and  listened,  for  the 
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dozen  odd  years  that  my  memory  could 
recall.  That  night,  however,  was  the  night 
of  my  initiation  into  the  strange  crew, 
the  Whiskerless  Mariners,  who  used  to  as- 
semble in  the  forecastle  of  the  stranded 
Legless  Minotaur;  that  night  a long 
sword  was  buckled  to  my  side,  to  complete 
the  fantastical  pirate’s  costume  given  me 
by  my  new  companions,  and  I was  dubbed 
a full-fledged  Whiskerless  Mariner.  Then 
was  the  change  in  our  village  wrought. 
When  I beheld  it  on  the  next  day,  how 
different  it  appeared  from  the  night  be- 
before ! I stalked  through  its  narrow, 
crooked  streets,  glancing  about  me  upon 
the  crazy  little  houses  that  bulged  at  the 
middle  like  all  the  old  villagers;  I strut- 
ted among  the  stubby  fishermen,  busy  with 
their  dull  and  dreary  tasks;  I grinned  at 
the  tales  of  ghosts  and  goblins  which  the 
tavern-loungers  avowed  they  had  seen  on 
the  old  wrecked  ship ; and  I even  chuckled 
at  the  terrors  of  the  old  dames  who  hud- 
dled about  blazing  fires  in  the  evening, 
frightening  themselves  almost  out  of  their 
wits  by  exclaiming  at  every  little  noise, 
“Hush,  hush ! How  the  old  wreck’s 
ghosts  do  revel  to-night !”  Oh,  I was  as 
merry  as  the  miller  on  the  Dee,  now  that 
I was  a Whiskerless  Mariner.  And  al- 
though that  grimy,  moss-grown  hulk 
looked  as  ghostly  as  ever,  as  she  lay  on  the 
rocky  shore,  let  her  groan  in  the  rising 
tides  and  shriek  in  the  howling  tempests 
as  fearfully  as  she  might, — what  cared  I ? 
Was  not  I one  of  her  dreaded  crew?  Did 
I not  know  her,  inside  and  out?  Ah,  I 
thought  so ; but  how  mistaken  I was  ! For 
one  dark  night,  when  I went  aboard  to 
join  my  whiskerless  companions,  I was 
struck  by  a sight  so  strange  that  every 
hair  on  my  head  stood  as  straight  as  the 
feather  in  my  hat.  That  you  may  the  bet- 
ter understand  my  remarkable  experi- 
ence, however,  you  must  try,  first  of  all, 
to  picture  the  forecastle  of  the  old  wreck 
and  to  behold  the  queer  fellows  who  dwelt 
there.  And  ah ! I wish  you  could  have 


seen  us  of  an  evening,  as  we  sat  there  tell- 
ing stories  of  mysteries,  adventure,  and 
death. 

The  forecastle  was  a snug  little  room, 
littered  with  many  singular  gimcracks, 
which  had  been  washed  up  by  the  tides, 
and  kept  by  the  boys,  in  the  hope  that 
they  might  have  been  fashioned  by  famous 
pirates  or  grisly  brigands  of  old.  From 
one  wall  dangled  the  grinning  skulls  of 
two  or  three  small  animals,  whose  grue- 
someness was  delightfully  thrilling  on 
storm}"  nights,  when  the  trembling  of  the 
ship  made  them  clack,  clack  together,  and 
in  one  dark  corner  the  tops  of  several 
beets  swung  like  bloody  scalps  by  their 
long  meshes  of  bushy,  green  hair.  Terri- 
ble trophies  these  represented.  The  op- 
posite wall  was  taken  up  wholly  by  the 
ship’s  bunks  — long,  wooden  boxes  that 
stuck  out  one  above  the  other  like  mangers 
for  animals  of  different  sizes  in  Noah’s 
ark.  It  was  grand  to  reflect,  as  we 
stretched  ourselves  in  these  berths,  that 
out  of  them,  perhaps,  in  former  days,  had 
rolled  the  thundering  snores  of  a dozen 
resl  pirates. 

In  one  of  these  bunks  Doogy  once 
caught  a flea.  There  was  nothing  par- 
ticularly remarkable  in  the  appearance  of 
this  flea,  yet,  surely,  it  had  feasted  upon 
the  flesh  of  buccaneers.  Indeed,  Doogy 
swore  it  had  drained  the  veins  of  Kidd 
himself ; that  it  was  fairly  bursting  with 
the  blood  of  many  a good  sea-robber ; and 
that,  on  this  account,  it  should  be  treated 
with  all  the  respect  befitting  its  blood  and 
rank.  We  did  so.  We  tried  for  fully  an 
hour  to  hang  it  by  the  neck;  and,  failing 
in  that,  we  made  it,  at  length,  walk,  or 
rather  hop,  the  plank.  This  we  deemed  a 
worthy  death,  and  felt  remorse  for  only 
one  thing,  our  failure  to  blindfold  it  first. 

At  one  end  of  the  forecastle  squatted- 
a stout  little  stove,  that  fairly  trembled 
from  a rusty  old  age,  and  puffed  out 
smoke  from  a hundred  openings.  We  used 
to  cook  clam-chowders  on  it  and  boil  po- 
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tatoes,  carrots,  and  other  vegetables,  which 
Doogy  frequently  unearthed  while  dig- 
ging for  buried  treasures  in  the  fields  of 
neighboring  farmers.  How  it  used  to 
chuckle  when  it  had  a good,  blazing  fire 
inside  ! And  sometimes  it  seemed  to  wink 
slyly  with  its  poked-out  eye  at  the  dis- 
comfiture of  its  neighbor,  the  table.  For 
the  table  was  a miserable,  bandy-legged 
affair,  which  had,  perhaps,  in  olden  times, 
borne  such  a burden  of  heavy  feasts  and 
hard  knocks,  that  now,  if  we  did  but  touch 
it,  it  creaked  and  groaned  and  clapped  its 
legs  with  its  wooden  flaps  in  the  most  des- 
pairing manner. 

We  had  no  stools  or  chairs,  but  in  their 
stead,  we  used  to  sit  on  kegs  and  boxes 
whenever  we  wanted  to  make  believe  en- 
joying our  pipes.  For  you  may  be  sure 
that  we  had  pipes, — all  shapes  and  sizes, — 
and  the  way  some  of  us  used  to  puff,  spit, 
and  blow  out  smoke  was  enough  to  bring 
tears  to  one’s  eyes.  It  did  to  mine,  at 
any  rate ; and  since  those  who  could  make 
smoke  were  determined  to  make  enough — 
if  not  a little  too  much — for  all,  the  rest 
of  us  always  derived  complete  satisfaction 
from  sucking  our  empty  stems,  wiping 
our  blinking  eyes,  and  making  believe 
smoking. 

Indeed,  I rather  think  there  never  were 
any  other  fellows  who  could  “make  be- 
lieve” with  so  much  earnestness  as  the 
Whiskerless  Mariners.  Under  the  circum- 
stances, it  was,  of  course,  quite  natural  to 
make  believe  being  bold  buccaneers  roving 
the  high  seas  and  fighting  imaginary  foes ; 
but  some  of  the  crew,  not  content  with 
that,  would  go  even  to  the  extremes  of 
pretending  to  get  mortally  wounded  in  the 
conflicts,  limping  for  days  afterward  with 
bulky  bandages,  as  proofs,  on  the  sleeves 
of  their  coats.  While  one  lazy  fellow, 
Kuckles,  the  boatswain,  used  to  fall  dead 
in  every  bloodless  battle  we  fought,  sleep- 
ing peacefully  till  the  enemy  was  cut 
down  or  hung  up  or  despatched  in  some 
such  horrible  manner. 


But,  then,  to  die  might  have  been 
Xuckles’  ambition.  That  is  very  prob- 
able. For,  in  addition  to  our  common 
aim  of  becoming  famous  “gentlemen  o’ 
fortune,”  each  of  us  entertained  some  pri- 
vate ambition,  which  he  strove  to  realize 
with  all  a youth’s  imagination  and  exag- 
geration. And  I cannot  but  smile  when 
now  I recall  that  crew,  and  see  them 
again  all  so  like,  yet  all  so  different;  all 
so  comical  in  pretending  to  be  serious, 
all  so  foolish  in  seeming  wise;  all  so 
earnest  in  making  believe,  and  all  so  pre- 
tentious in  being  earnest — I cannot  but 
smile  when  I remember  those  queer  fel- 
lows standing  in  line  for  roll-call  in  the 
forecastle  of  the  Legless  Minotaur. 

Doogy  was  our  leader — brave,  bold,  and 
freckled,  fearing  no  one  except  the  village 
school-master,  and  daring  everything  ex- 
cept going  to  church.  His  greatness  was 
not  very  noticeable  in  his  face,  however, 
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but,  on  the  contrary,  very  much  so  in 
what  may  be  termed  his  nether  propensi- 
ties. The  fact  is,  his  boots  were  big.  In 
truth,  they  were  very  much  too  big.  To 
put  them  on — or  rather  to  get  into  them 
— it  was  first  necessary  to  mount  upon  a 
box  or  a keg;  and  once  he  had  safely  des- 
cended into  their  depth,  not  a stray  stitch 
of  his  purple  bloomers  could  you  see,  un- 
less he  stooped,  and  then  only  two  big 
multi-colored  patches,  of  the  kind  good 
grandmothers  used  to  make,  which  would 
glare  over  the  boot-tops  like  the  optics  of 
the  witch’s  saucer-eyed  dog.  He  was 
learned,  too — in  a way.  He  had  read  more 
books  of  pirates  and  buried  treasures  than 
any  one  else  in  the  crew,  and  he  knew  all 
about  the  business.  Further,  whatever  he 
read  was  sure  to  suggest  some  wild  scheme 
to  him,  which  would  give  him  no  wink  of 
rest — and  you  may  be  sure  he  gave  us 
none — until  it  had  been  thoroughly  ex- 
perimented. As  you  would  naturally  ex- 
pect, however,  with  him,  his  ventures  were 
seldom  bootless. 

Doogy’s  first  mate  and  right  hand  was 
Spike  Nailer.  Spike  was  a wiry  sort  of 
chap,  with  a head  like  a tack,  and  a rusty 
shock  of  hair  that  stood  up  stiff  over  all 
his  head  like  pins  and  needles.  He  was 
a great  braggart,  too — forever  boasting  of 
what  a fine  thing  it  was  to  be  the  skipper’s 
“right  hand.”  Yet  I could  see  no  rea- 
son for  being  so  very  boastful  of  that ; for 
Doogy  had  a lazy  habit  of  using  his  right 
hand  to  wipe  his  nose  with. 

It  was  Spike’s  duty,  during  the  roll-call, 
to  inspect  each  of  the  crew  as  Doogy  read 
the  name.  This  was,  of  course,  a serious 
piece  of  business. 

“Now !”  Doogy  would  cry,  as  he,  his 
long  sword,  and  his  ponderous  boots  sta- 
tioned themselves  at  the  head  of  the  col- 
umn, “Whiskerless  Mariners,  attention !” 

“Naow !”  Spike  would  echo,  in  a flat, 
inferior  voice,  “Whiskerless  Mar’ners, 
’tention !” 

“Half-quarter-master  Gabby !”  cries 


Doogy,  glancing  over  the  top  of  his  scroll. 
“Is  ’e  with,  or  without?” 

Spike  approaches  Gabby,  the  first  in 
line.  Gabby  is  a broad-faced  fellow,  very 
desirous  of  becoming  a jester  and,  like 
the  hero  of  his  book,  “tickling  to  death” 
with  witty  quotations  all  his  enemies. 

“By  the  teeth  of  a saw-fish !”  says  Gab- 
by, accompanying  a wink  of  his  eye  with 
a poke  in  the  ribs  to  the  fellow  next  in 
line.  “I’ll  bet  I’m  without  and  within  at 
the  same  time !” 

Having  closely  scrutinized  Gabby’s  face 
for  fully  a moment,  Spike  Nailer  now 
turns  to  the  skipper  with  his  report.  “Aye, 
aye,  sir ! ’E’s  without,  sir  !” 

“Good !”  says  the  skipper.  “Midship- 
man the  Swabber  ! Is  ’e  with  or  without?” 

The  Swabber,  a snivelling  little  chap 
with  a snipe  nose  and  a constant  habit  of 
polishing  it  with  his  sleeve,  now  pokes 
his  head  out  of  the  line,  with  a “Me,  sir  ?” 

“Aye,  aye,  sir !”  says  Spike  to  the  skip- 
per, after  a lingering  look  at  the  Swabber. 
“’E’s  without,  too,  sir !” 

“Good !”  says  Doogy  again.  “And  Cox- 
swain Slivers;  is  ’e  with  or  without?” 

Slivers,  who  towers  in  the  air  like  the 
wonderful  Beanstalk,  and  who  looks  some- 
what like  Simple  Simon  in  Tom  Thumb’s 
clothes,  now  receives  in  his  turn  the  sharp 
scrutiny  of  the  skipj)er’s  right  hand.  The 
first  mate  gets  very  much  interested  in 
Sliver’s  face. 

“It’s  aye,  aye !”  says  he,  “but  darn,  they 
are  a-sproutin’,  sir !” 

“Sproutin’  ?”  cries  Doogy. 

“Sproutin’  ?”  cries  Slivers. 

“Betcher !”  says  the  first  mate,  and 
looks  again,  more  closely. 

“Sproutin’?”  says  Sliver  once  more,  in- 
credulously.— “Oo  ! Gee ! That’s  dirt ; 
not  whiskers  ! Is  it  whiskers  ?” 

“Gormme  no  ! It’s  dirt !”  says  the  first 
mate,  looking  as  if  it  were  the  most  sur- 
prising thing  in  the  world  to  find  dirt  on 
Sliver’s  face.  “But  who’d  ever  ha’  thought 
it  ? — Aye,  aye,  sir ; ’e’s  without,  sir !” 
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The  skipper,  who,  in  the  meanwhile,  has 
been  trying  to  decide  whether  or  not  hang- 
ing is  too  severe  a penalty  for  wearing 
whiskers,  now  smooths  an  imitation  of  a 
wrinkle  out  of  his  face,  and  prepares  to 
read  on. 

Then  there  is  Pilot  Skoots,  a fellow 
who  is  likely  to  be  discouraged  in  his  am- 
bition to  become  a real  Indian;  for  at  30 
degrees  Fahrenheit  his  face  takes  on  the 
bloom  of  Old  Glory — blue  about  the  nose, 
white  about  the  eyes,  and  red  about  every- 
where else.  And  Chief-cook  Spunkie, 
who  also  acts  as  mess-boy,  whose  hat  is 
such  that  he  would  long  ago  have  lost  his 
head  in  it,  were  it  not  for  a goodly  nose 
and  ears  like  a couple  of  door-knobs. 
Doughnuts,  too,  is  a happy-go-lucky 
rogue.  From  constantly  riding  his 
father’s  hogs  in  his  younger  days,  his  legs 
have  hooped  themselves  into  the  shape  of 
a life-preserver;  and  for  him  to  appear 
merrily  rolling  along  through  life,  is 
merely  a matter  of  walking  sideways. 


At  the  bottom  of  the  list  is  Pewee,  pre- 
ceded by  Snump  and  Nuckles  and  me. 
Xuc-kles  has  aspirations  of  eventually  be- 
coming an  actor.  He  may  be  found  al- 
most always  in  a very  profound  rehearsal 
of  Kip  Van  Winkle’s  twenty-year  sleep. 
But,  of  course,  it  takes  time,  as  well  as 
practice,  to  become  famous. 

Well,  then,  such  was  the  crew,  the 
Whiskerless  Mariners,  who  lived  in  the 
Legless  Minotaur.  And  such  a crew  did 
I expect  to  find  when,  on  that  dark,  wild 
night,  I flung  the  door  open  and  entered 
the  forecastle  of  the  old  wrecked  ship.  But 
no  such  crew  was  there.  I called  them 
again  and  again;  but  the  only  answer  was 
the  beating  of  the  waves  on  the  hull,  and 
the  sighing  of  the  wind  on  deck.  When  I 
had  closed  the  companion-way  door,  and 
was  standing  on  the  floor  of  the  forecastle, 
instinctive  apprehension  fell  upon  me. 
Everything  was  strange.  A very  bright 
light  dazzled  my  eyes,  and  made  the  room 
appear  dim  and  indistinct.  Even  when  I 
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had  become  somewhat  accustomed  to  the 
glare,  which  dazed  me,  the  room  seemed 
in  terrible  confusion,  and  nothing  was  as 
it  should  be.  And  soon  strange  noises  be- 
gan to  break  out  here  and  there,  round 
about  me.  Terror  took  possession  of  my 
senses;  and,  as  is  the  case  whenever  I find 
myself  in  a mysterious  situation,  a wild 
thought  rhythmically  kept  ringing  in  my 
ears. 

It’s  haunted,  it’s  haunted. 

The  ship  is  enchanted, 

The  whiskerless  fellows  have  fled  or  are 
dead; 

You’re  caught,  you're  caught, 

The  spirits  have  got  you, 

0,  better  that  you  were  at  home  and  in 
bed ! 

Try  as  I would,  I could  not  shake  off 
the  dreadful  presentiment  this  thought 
aroused  in  me.  I know  I trembled  with 
fear.  I had  forgotten  all  about  being  a 
bold  mariner  with  a cutlass  at  my  side; 
and  even  had  I remembered  that  trusty 
weapon,  of  what  use  would  it  have  been  to 
me?  I had  no  strength  to  strike  with; 
nor  did  I see  what  to  strike.  The  strange 
noises  kept  growing  louder  and  louder; 
the  room  became  hazier  and  more  con- 
fused; and  the  ghostly  tales  I had  heard 
from  the  tavern-loungers,  and  at  which  I 
had  scornfully  laughed,  now  came  crowd- 
ing upon  my  dizzy  brain  with  all  their 
terrors.  What  would  I not  have  given  to 
be  safe  at  home ! But  I could  move  neither 
hand  nor  foot.  I was  powerless. 

Suddenly  all  became  still.  Again  I 
heard  nothing  but  the  beating  of  the 
waves  on  the  hull,  and  the  shrilling  of  the 
wind  on  deck.  And  as  I looked  wonder- 
ingly  about  me,  I saw  a white,  armless 
hand  clutch  the  air  madly  near  me,  and 
then  disappear.  In  another  part  a heavy 
pair  of  high-topped  boots,  empty  of  legs, 
hobbled  quickly  across  the  floor,  and  van- 
ished. I could  scarcely  believe  my  eyes; 
and  yet,  at  that  very  moment,  two  loose, 
lanky  legs,  as  if  possessed  of  the  devil,  but 


wholly  disjoined  from  any  visible  thing, 
began  to  dance  a jig  of  their  own  accord. 
How  they  dance ! It  would  have  been 
comical,  had  it  not  been  so  mysterious. 
Even  under  those  weird  circumstances, 
however,  despite  the  uncertainty  of  my 
position,  I am  conscious  of  having  given 
utterance  to  a hollow  laugh  that  grated 
harshly  on  my  ears.  Still  they  danced  on ! 
What  capers  they  made ! Till,  at  length, 
aiming  a nimble  toe  at  a pair  of  yellow 
bloomers  that  had  just  loomed  into  sight, 
and  that  immediately  disappeared  again, 
clasped  by  a sudden  hand,  they  danced 
themselves  clear  into  obscurity. 

Of  all  the  ghostly  tales  I had  ever  heard 
at  the  village  tavern,  of  all  the  books  I had 
ever  read,  I could  remember  nothing  so 
remarkable  as  the  scene  I had  just  wit- 
nessed. Indeed,  it  would  be  impossible  to 
describe  it  truly  as  it  appeared.  And  that 
which  was  the  most  inexplicable  of  all  was 
the  mysterious  haziness  which  enshrouded 
everything.  And  then  those  strange  noises, 
— how  terribly  they  struck  in  upon  the 
silence ! For  they  had  commenced  again 
— not  loud,  but  deep,  hollow,  long-drawn- 
out,  as  if  muffled  by  the  heavy  blanket  of 
mist.  They  seemed  to  swell  and  fill  the 
whole  room,  and  grew  more  like  a muffled 
moaning  every  moment.  Suddenly  a head 
appeared — a ghastly  head,  bodyless,  and 
with  the  neck  frayed  and  ragged,  as  if,  I 
imagined,  from  a hangman’s  noose.  There 
it  floated,  and  grinned — horrors,  what  a 
grin ! I watched  it  with  the  fearful  ex- 
pectation of  having  it  fly  at  me  the  mo- 
ment I should  turn  my  eyes  from  it.  I 
dared  not  even  wink. 

It  is  strange  what  whimsical  notions  we 
will  sometimes  give  way  to  on  the  most 
momentous  occasions.  I cannot  explain 
it,  but  somehow  as  I tremblingly  gazed  at 
that  gruesome  object,  I became  slowly  pos- 
sessed of  the  idea  that  somewhere  I had 
seen  that  ghastly  head  before.  It  may 
have  been  my  fancy,  but,  although  that 
floating  cranium  gave  not  the  slightest 
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sign  of  recognition,  I felt  I knew  it.  At 
length  the  truth  dawned  upon  me.  It 
was  Shoot's  head  ! 0,  terrible  sight ! I 

closed  rn}-  eyes  to  shut  it  out ; and,  al- 
though I opened  them  almost  immedi- 
ately, when  I looked  again,  the  head  was 
gone.  Nothing  was  to  be  seen,  except  a 
yellow  doublet  which  balanced  itself  on 
one  leg  in  the  middle  of  the  room.  In- 
stantly I recognized  it  as  Gabby’s;  but 
Gabby,  where  was  he?  And  then  it  oc- 
curred to  me  that  the  boots  which  first  I 
had  seen  were  Doogy’s.  How  could  I have 
mistaken  them?  And  those  loose,  lanky 
legs — they  were  Slivers  himself!  What  a 
condition  of  affairs  for  my  poor,  muddled 
brain ! 

All  this  while  I had  stood  transfixed  in 
one  spot,  with  the  dazzling  light  shining 
in  my  face.  I had  felt  powerless  to  move ; 
but  now  my  strength,  of  which  I had  been 
deprived  by  fear,  was  restored  tenfold  by 
a tenfold  greater  fear;  and,  maddened  by 
the  thought  that  the  old  wreck  was  en- 
chanted and  that  all  my  companions  had 
been  changed  to  partlv-visible  spirits,  I 
flung  myself  away  from  the  sight,  to  es- 
cape, if  possible,  a like  fate. 

I had  scarcely  taken  a step  towards  the 
companion-way,  however,  when  I made  a 
Startling  discovery.  Of  the  door  by  which 
I had  entered,  only  a few  bright  splotches 
remained;  the  rest  wras  perfect  darkness. 
The  same  wras  now  true  of  all  the  walls, 
the  ceiling,  the  floor,  everything.  Dizzy 
and  faint  from  the  terrible  ordeal  of  the 
night,  all  now  appeared  a most  remarkable 
confusion  of  bright  light  and  blackness, 
which  began  to  turn  round  and  round  be- 
fore my  eyes. 

After  gazing  about,  a moment  or  two, 
however,  I got  hold  of  the  table,  by  which 
I steadied  myself  till  I grew  somewhat 
calm.  No  light  dazzled  my  eyes  now;  I 
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was  standing  in  darkness.  In  my  new  po- 
sition, also,  I could  see  the  room  to  better 
advantage.  It  appeared  more  orderly,  but 
not  less  strange.  I found  that  it  was  in 
utter  darkness;  but  that  there  were  many 
sharp,  clear  rays  of  light,  cutting  through 
the  black  like  bars  of  polished  silver,  that 
vividly  lit  up  only  whatever  intercepted 
them,  and  ended  in  blotches  upon  the 
walls,  the  floor,  and  the  ceiling. 

Following  these  rays  of  light  with  my 
eye,  I soon  discovered  that  they  proceeded 
from  an  odd-looking  lantern  which  hung 
from  a rafter  in  a corner  of  the  forecastle. 
It  was  not,  however,  the  lantern  we  were 
accustomed  to  use;  but  a singular,  heavy, 
four-sided  one,  encased  in  brass,  perfor- 
ated to  emit  the  scattered  beams  shot  out 
by  powerful  reflectors  within.  What 
might  originally  have  been  its  purpose,  I 
could  not  imagine;  but,  in  a way,  it  was 
not  wholly  unlike  those  ancient,  tin-cov- 
ered lanterns  which  used  to  hang  at  tav- 
ern doors  in  England,  long  ago  in  the 
coaching  days. 

Having  made  this  discovery,  I now 
found  comfort  in  the  thought  that  all  I 
had  seen  had  been  only  a deception — an- 
other joke  of  the  Whiskerless  Mariners. 
I struck  a match  and  lit  the  usual 
lantern.  Instantly  there  was  a flood 
of  light ; the  smoky  little  room 
regained  its  customary  appearance, 
Skoots  regained  his  head,  and  Gabby  his 
yellow  doublet.  In  a word,  there,  round 
about  me,  was  the  whole  crew  of  Whisker- 
less Mariners,  safe  and  sound  and  grin- 
ning hugely.  There  could  be  no  doubt  that 
they  were  the  ones  responsible  for  my 
fears.  But  now  that  I was  no  longer  in 
danger,  my  spirits  began  to  revive.  I felt 
of  my  chin — clean  as  a whistle ! Surely, 
I was  a bold  Whiskerless  Mariner  still. 


‘TIP.” 


UNE  LETTRE  FRANCAISE 


Paris,  25  septembre. 

Mon  cher  ami, 

Je  n’ai  pas  de  vos  nouvelles  de- 
pths longtemps,  mais  je  sais  bien  que  vous  etes 
tres  occupe  de  vos  affaires,  et  j’espere  que  vous 
ailez  bien.  Moi,  je  n’ai  pas  passe  beaucoup 
d’heures  de  loisir  cet  ete.  Pendant  mes  vacances 
de  quinze  jours  j’ai  voyage  avec  un  ami  en 
Angleterre.  Nous  avons  visite  Londres  et  les 
petites  vi'iles  le  long  de  !a  Tamise.  Londres, 
comme  veus  savez,  abonde  de  lieux  attrayants. 
Les  musees  de  cette  viile  sont  nombreux,  les  e- 
glises  belles,  et  les  pares  tres  jolis.  Le  P arc  Re- 
gent me  rappelle  notie  Jardin  des  Plantes,  mais 
ce!ui-ci  est  plus  grand  et  a tout  prendre  m:eux 
maintenu.  La  Tourde  Londres  qui  est  1’ancienne 
prison  porte  les  marques  de  temps  sur  ses  mur- 
ailies.  Au  dedans  il  y a des  marques  que  les 
prisonniers  ont  tracees  pour  i’amusement.  Dans 
la  cour  il  y a des  marques  qui  indiquent  ou  quel- 
que  execution  fameuse  s’est  deroulee.  Dans  un 
des  edifices  il  y a les  bijoux  de  la  Couronne. 
Oil  mais  elles  sont  jolies!  J’y  ai  vu  une  couronne 
couveite  de  diamar.ts,  un  sceptre  et  plusieurs 
pieces  plus  petites,  etincel  antes  de  pierres  pre- 
cieuses.  On  les  garde  bien;  on  ne  veut  risquer 
de  les  perdre  par  quelque  hasard.  Les  deux 
endroits  qui  m’ont  plu  le  mieux  sont  la 
Chambre  de  Parlement  et  1’Eglise  Westminster. 
Elies  sont  proches,  1’  une  a 1’autre.  La  Chambre 
est  au  bord  de  la  Tamise  et  on  peut  la  regarder 
le  mieux  de  1’  autre  cote  du  fleuve.  Dans  l’eglise 
la  "Cour  des  Poetes"  m’a  attire  le  plus.  Long- 
fellow, ie  poete  de  votre  pays  est  le  seul  Ameri- 
cain  a l’honneur  duquei  on  y ait  mis  un  buste. 


11  y a moins  de  grandes  places  a Pans  qu’a 
Paris,  mais  la  place  Trafalgar,  flanquee  par  la 
galerie  Naticnale  en  est  une  dent  on  peut  etre 
justement  fier.  Mes  vacances  etaient  beaucoup 
trop  courtes  et  je  suis  revenu  avec  le  desir  cte 
taire  encore  le  meme  voyage. 

J’etais  au  Jardin  q ’ Acclimatation  l’aufere 
jour.  11  y a toutes  sorter  de  plantes  et  beaucoup 
d’animaux.  A gauche,  il  y ale  Palais  du  jardin 
d’Hiver,  rempli  de  plantes  exotiques.  Derriere 
lui  sont  les  ciseaux,  les  perroquets  et  un  aquarium. 
En  face,  ou  a la  droite  comme  on  enlre,  se  treu- 
vent  deux  serres  chaudes  et  un  musee  de  chasse 
et  de  peche.  En  outre  a droite  est  la  singerie.  A 
gauche  il  y a des  oiseaux  echassiers,  des  herons* 
grues,  auiruches,  etainsi  de  suite.  11  y en  a beau- 
coup. Puis  les  oiseaux  aquatiques  commes  des 
cygnes,  cies,  canards,  etc.  Aiors  on  approche  d’un 
pavilion  de  reptiles  ou  se  trouvent  des  crocodiles, 
tortues,  et  serpents.  Puis  il  y a des  animaux  qui 
demeurent  en  plein  air,  les  cerfs,  llamas,  etchevres. 
Je  me  suis  amuse  a regarder  les  phoques  quand 
on  leur  donnaient  a manger,  Ils  plongeaient  et 
s’emparaienttres  vite  des  morceauxde  poisson  que 
Ton  leur  jetait.  11s  nagent  bien  et  peuvent  rester 
sous  1’eau  longtemps  sans  respirer.  On  peut  voir 
ieurs  narines  qui  re  conctractent  quand  ils  vonl 
se  plonger.  J’ai  vu  aussi  la  ville  des  Lilliputs,  les 
petits  etres  qui  ne  sont  grands  que  d’un  metre  ou 
meme  moins.  11s  y ont  des  maisons  oil  ils  demeu- 
rent et  travaillent.  Par  exemple,  une  femme  qui 
n’est  point  tres  jeune  mais  qui  a le  titre  de  princesse 
vend  des  parfums  et  donne  a chaque  de  ses  cli- 
ents une  de  ses  photographies  comme  un  souvenir. 
Ils  ont  leurs  voitures  et  leurs  cochers  — d’  une 
grandeur  correspondante.  C’etait  drole  de  voir 


ces  peliies  vehicules  avec  les  poneys  quiles  tiraient 
et  d’entendre  les  coc'ners  qui  criaiont,  nHue.n 
Eh  bien,  je  me  suis  amuse  ce  jour-la.  11  a fait  un 
temps  magnifique  de  sorte  que  le  jardin  a paru 
resplendissant.  11  y a une  ligne  miniature  de  tram- 
way qui  court  un  kilometre  de  la  Porte  Maillot 
jusqu’au  pare.  Les  voitures  sent  petites  etle  chemm 
etroit;  on  1’cpere  par  1’electiicite. 

Je  viens  de  visiter  le  Louvre.  J’y  vais  sou- 
vent  et  j’y  suis  toujours  interesse.  Le  Louvre  etait 
jadis  le  palais  des  rois  et  cette  fois  je  suis  entre 
dans  les  chambres  que  la  royaute  occupait.  J’ai 
commence  par  la  galerie  d ’Apollon.  Cette  sails  qui 
est  longue  de  soixante  metres  esi  la  plus  belle  du 
Louvre  et  une  des  plus  superbes  du  monde.  Les 
etuis  de  verre  ccntiennent  des  pierres  predeuses. 


breloques,  emaillure,  et  vaisselle  plaque.  Plusieurs 
salles  contiennent  des  peintures  de  beauccup 
d’artistes.  Puis  je  suis  entre  dans  ceiies  qui  sont 
plemes  de  meubles.li  y a beaucoup  de  choses  qui 
appartenaient  aux  rois,  par  exemple  une  epee  de 
Louis  Quinze  et  un  mousquet  fa$onne  pour  le 
dauphin.  Au-dessus  de  ces  chambres  il  y a le 
musee  marin  ou  on  peut  voir  beaucoup  de  mo- 
deles  de  bateaux  et  bien  des  choses  qui  se  rappor- 
tent  aux  affaires  nautiques. 

Je  veus  ecrirai  encore  un  de  ces  jours  si  cela 
vous  interesse.Mais  s’il  vous  plait,  donnez-moi  de 
ves  nouvelles. 

Agreez,  mensieur  ,1’assurance  de  mon  amitie 
parfaite, 

"Jules  Goujon,"  — ’ 1 1 . 


ANOTHER  YEAR 


Another  year  ! — Another  fage 

Or  Life  s old  volume  turned  o er! 

Well  might  that  tattered  leaf  fresage 

The  future,  with  its  varied  lore. 

But  yet,  I 11  not  the  future  heed. 

Nor  of  the  fast  e en  think.  — But  here. 
If  p resent  Truth  and  Valor  lead, 

I 11  follow  still,  another  year. 


E.R.C..  11. 
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SCHOOL  NOTES 


Well,  fellows,  we  can  all  start  the  new 
year  right,  at  any  rate  ! 

From  times  forgotten  it  has  been  the 
custom  for  chiefs  of  the  Sanctum  to  ex- 
pend, at  this  season  of  the  year,  more  or 
less  time,  space,  and  pains  in  reminding 
fellow-students  of  the  importance  of  study- 
ing faithfully  during  the  next  few  months 
and  of  the  necessity  of  forming  divers 
good  resolutions  and  of  sticking  to  them. 
To  continue  this  hoary  custom  seems  to 
us  a duty;  to  harp  upon  so  delightful  a 
theme  is,  indeed,  our  privilege;  and  so, 
having  always  felt  considerable  pleasure, 
of  one  sort  or  another,  in  reading  such 
stirring  incentives, — and  they  are  always 
more  or  less  thrilling, — pardon  us,  if  now 
we  take  too  great  an  advantage  of  this  op- 
portunity. 

There  is  a kind  of  pleasure — for  a 
while,  at  least  — in  trying  to  live  up  to 
your  new  year’s  resolutions,  that  is  not 
altogether  unlike  the  sensation  vou  ex- 
perience  at  the  most  interesting  part  of  a 
track  meet.  For  our  own  part,  in  the  un- 
certainty of  wondering  whether  this  year 
we  shall  be  able  to  stick  to  our  resolutions 
longer  than  we  did  last  year,  we  find  no 
little  enjoyment, — albeit  we  know  that 
that  enjoyment  cannot  last  long! — and 
should  we,  prechance,  be  able  to  establish 
a new  record  for  endurance  in  the  face  of 
temptation,  great  would  be  our  satisfac- 
tion. There  are,  however,  fellows  who 
seem  only  too  ready  to  confess  that  they 
have  made  no  resolutions  this  year.  What 
shall  we  think  of  them?  Are  they  made 
of  such  sterling  stuff  as  not  to  have  broken 
a single  one  of  last  year’s?  We  are  in  no 
position  to  say.  But,  surely,  wise  resolu- 
tions, formed  with  the  determination  to 
stick  to  them,  and  stuck  to  in  spite  of 


every  temptation  to  break  them,  are  the 
very  best  material  for  building  up  a 
strong,  disciplined  character.  If  you  suc- 
ceed in  making  yourself  perform  a dis- 
pleasing task,  if  you  carry  out  a fixed  pur- 
pose in  spite  of  distracting  influences,  how 
great  is  the  strength,  the  inner  strength, 
you  feel  in  yourself ! It’s  only  by  master- 
ing yourself  that  you  can  gain  a perfect 
confidence  in  your  own  powers. 

But  there  is,  however,  another  quality 
of  even  greater  importance  for  beginning 
the  new  year  right,  than  mere  dogged  de- 
termination. That  is  enthusiasm.  What 
a wonderful  quality  to  possess ! With  it 
the  longest  road  becomes  short;  the  hard- 
est task  becomes  easy;  the  dullest  grind 
becomes  a pleasure.  With  it  there  is  no 
fear  of  failure,  and  therefore  there  is  no 
failure;  all  is  full  of  hope  and  encourage- 
ment. In  a twinkle  it  gives  energy  and 
vigor  to  indolence.  Indeed,  so  intensive 
is  it,  that  it  seems  to  be  life  itself.  Get 
enthusiasm,  fellows,  enthusiasm  in  your- 
self and  in  your  work,  and  the  new  year 
will  be  happy  and  successful  despite  all 
difficulties. 

tn* 

(gS, 

Dr.  Harrington,  the  director  of  school 
hygiene,  recently  visited  various  rooms  of 
our  School.  Apparently  he  found  us 
drowsily  enjoying  too  much  comfort;  for 
since  his  visit,  the  windows  have  been 
kept  slightly  open  most  of  the  time,  and 
icy  currents  of  wintry  air  have  been  al- 
lowed to  glide  aimlessly  through  the 
stuffy  rooms,  in  lieu  of  ventilation,  hiding, 
at  length,  under  the  collar  of  some  busy 
student,  or  stealing  slowly  down  his  spine, 
down  his  legs,  down  to  his  very  toes.  We 
do  not  wish  it  to  seem  that  we  have  got 
“cold  feet.”  On  the  contrary,  we  think 
there  is  nothing  more  invigorating  than 
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good,  fresh  air.  But,  nevertheless,  we 
cannot  help  shivering,  at  times,  to  think 
of  those  dangerous  draughts  gliding  over 
our  head  like  aerial  serpents. 

i&c 

At  the  assembly  on  December  12,  our 
Headmaster,  in  accordance  with  the  rules 
of  the  School  Committee,  spoke  on  the  de- 
structive effects  of  alcohol  and  tobacco  on 
the  human  system.  We  have  picked  up  no 
discarded  “dudeens”  since  that  date, 
which,  it  seems  to  us,  clearly  indicates  that 
to  talk  of  such  things  to  the  Latin  School 
boys  is  either  useless  or  needless.  We  hope 
that  the  latter  may  be  true. 

not 

Without  question  one  of  the  most  des- 
picable vices,  in  a school,  is  that  against 
which  Mr.  Pennypacker  so  strongly  spoke 
his  sentiments  at  one  of  the  Monday- 
morning assemblies  in  December — the 
vice  of  cheating.  From  our  own  knowl- 
edge of  our  school-mates,  we  are  inclined 
to  think  that  there  are  but  very  few  in 
this  school  who  would  meanly  take  advan- 
tage of  an  opportunity  to  “boost”  their 
marks  by  lowering  their  characters.  But 
there  are  a few;  and  they,  having  once 
stooped  to  an  “easy  way,”  need,  perhaps, 
to  make  them  turn  again  to  laborious,  but 
honest  and  profitable  ways,  all  the  cogent 
words  and  earnest  appeals  of  their  friends. 
They  must  have  felt  a guilty  qualm  when 
they  found  themselves  thus  portrayed  and 
appealed  to : 

“ A boy  who  cheats  has  not  in  the  bot- 
tom of  his  heart  a feeling  of  gratification 
or  joy.  When  he  receives  a pass  mark 
which  he  has  gained  by  cheating,  he  can- 
not have  the  satisfaction  that  his  fellow- 
student  has  when  he  receives  a fair  mark, 
or  even  a poor  mark,  every  point  of  which 
has  been  honestly  earned.  How  can  he 


look  up,  knowing  that  He  who  knows  all 
things  knows  by  what  contemptible  meth- 
ods he  has  gained  his  praise. 

“Boys,  be  honest  to  him  whom  you  see 
every  morning  in  your  mirror — him  who 
will  be  with  you  all  through  life,  in  all 
walks  and  conditions — him  who  will  walk 
with  you  in  pleasant  valleys  and  fertile 
plains,  in  rugged  highlands  and  arid  des- 
erts. Be  men ! Be  honest  to  yourselves  !” 
«.«** 

We  wish  they’d  let  us  wait  long  enough 
to  put  on  our  overshoes,  when  the  fire- 
drill  occurs  on  a snowy  day ! 

*•< 

Another  new  set  of  bells  has  been  in- 
stalled in  the  School.  Since  this  almost 
completes  our  set  of  chimes,  why  not 
strike  up  “Yankee  Doodle”  between  the 
recitations. 

We  hear  that  Tate,  our  little  giant  of 
the  gridiron,  is  to  be  la  tete  of  the  foot- 
ball team  next  year. 

During  the  intermission  between  the 
fourth  and  fifth  recitations,  December  5, 
one  of  the  many  interesting  pictures 
hanging  in  the  lower  corridor  dropped 
from  the  wall  and  crashed  upon  the  tiles 
of  the  floor.  Luckily,  for  more  reasons 
than  one,  there  was  no  one  under  it  when 
it  fell. 

It  was  a matter  of  dispute,  December  5, 
whether  the  locker-room  in  the  basement 
had  been  converted  into  a swimming-pool 
over  night.  One  fellow  was  heard  to  say, 
“I  guess  I’ll  have  to  go  in,  to  take  my 
dip.”  It  soon  appeared,  however,  that  he 
meant  his  hat,  which  he  then  took  from  a 
partly-submerged  locker. 
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ALUMNI  NOTES 


Dr.  John  C.  Munro,  B.  L.  S.,  ’77,  died 
at  his  home  in  Boston,  December  6,  1910. 
He  was  recognized  as  one  of  the  most 
skilfu.ll  surgeons  in  the  country,  and  held 
membership  in  numerous  medical  socie- 
ties. On  his  graduation  from  this  school 
he  received  a Franklin  medal.  His  son, 
Edward  S.  Munro,  a member  of  our  grad- 
uating class,  has  the  heart-felt  sympathy 
of  all  his  class-mates. 

%•) 

& 

Dr.  Thomas  F.  Been,  B.  L.  S.,  ’94,  has 
been  nominated  by  the  Public  School  As- 
sociation as  one  of  the  candidates  for  the 
School  Board. 

J.  C.  Scammell,  B.  L .S,.  ’03,  is  a 
teacher  of  Latin  and  German  in  the  Ashe- 
ville School,  Asheville,  North  Carolina. 

# 

Theodore  F.  Jones,  B.  L.  S.,  ’02,  is  an 
instructor  in  history  at  the  College  of  the 
City  of  New  York. 

Dr.  William  F.  Hussey,  at  one  time  a 
member  of  the  Latin  School,  died  from 
heart  disease,  December  2,  1910.  He  was 
a very  successful  physician  of  Roslindale. 

Bev.  James  Beed,  B.  L.  S.,  '51,  is  Vice- 
President  of  the  Harvard  Musical  Associa- 
tion. 


Major  Henry  L.  Higginson,  B.  L.  S., 
’51,  President  of  the  Harvard  Club  of 
Boston,  was  the  toast-master  at  the  din- 
ner which  was  tendered  the  winning  Har- 
vard crews,  November  15,  1910. 

Four  former  Latin  School  boys  were 
recently  awarded  Deturs  at  Harvard. 
They  are  William  LI.  J.  Kennedy,  ’08, 
Constantine  E.  McGuire,  ’08,  Isadore  A. 
Wyner,  ’09,  and  George  H.  Gifford,  ’09. 
Gifford  was  Editor-in-Chief  of  “The  Reg- 
ister,” 1908-1909. 

Robert  F.  Guild,  B.  L.  S.,  ’02,  is  a bond 
salesman  for  Frederick  LI.  Hatch  and 
Company  of  Boston. 

»•# 

One  of  the  seniors  who  recently  re- 
ceived their  Phi  Beta  Kappa  at  Harvard 
was  Francis  S.  Wyner,  B.  L.  S.,  ’07. 

In  a letter  to  the  School,  from  LI.  A. 
Thompson,  Jr.,  B.  L.  S.,  ’10,  we  learn  that 
he  is  raising  some  wonderful  apples  in  the 
ILood  River  Valley,  Oregon.  He  sent  only 
the  letter,  however. 

W.  J.  Bloom  was  awarded  a second 
group  Harvard  scholarship  for  his  last 
year’s  work. 


BETYTEEM^BELLS  jE 


Tenses , Past  and  Present. 

“By  Jove,  I’m  getting  tired  of  it ! 
Nothing  but  grind,  grind,  grind !” 

“But  you  want  to  become  a man?” 
“To  be  sure ! But  what  of  that  ?” 
“Man  is  dust !” 

“Yes,  yes !” 

“Dust  is  ground !” 

“Go  on!” 

“To  become  ground, — grind,  grind, 
grind !” 


«Cf 


L’  incendie  commencait  a diminuer. 
The  fire  began  to  debate. 

%•# 

In  the  Setting-up  Exercises. 

Master : — “O’Neel,  down  a little  fur- 
ther.” 

And  he  did. 


In  a French  class  the  other  day  a cer- 
tain boy,  whom  we  shall  call  Omega,  for 
logical  reasons,  was  hastily  and  secretly 
preparing  a Greek  lesson,  behind  the 
broad  shoulders  of  a class-mate.  It  being 
his  turn,  he  was  asked  by  the  French  mas- 
ter for  the  meaning  of  “Que  vous  le  dire 
casket?”  Busy  with  his  work.  Omega 
heard  only  the  last  word,  and  that  he  did 
not  know  the  meaning  of.  Nevertheless, 
he  was  anxious  to  make  a stab  at  it;  and 
so,  after  wrinkling  up  his  face  to  show  how 
hard  he  was  thinking,  he  asked,  “What 
does  casket  mean?” 

“Correct !”  said  the  master.  “That’s 


good !”  And,  greatly  amazed,  Omega  sat 
down  with  the  easiest  “5”  he  had  ever  got. 

19# 

Room  20  (during  an  interesting  discus- 
sion on  Gravity). 

Master : — “And  on  the  sun,  gravity 
there  being  about  seven  times  as  great  as 
on  the  earth,  think  how  hard  it  would  be 
merely  to  lift  your  own  feet  in  walking !” 

Drowsy  whisper: — “And  think  of  get- 
ting up  in  the  morning !” 

4 

A Rare  Old  Bird. 

Room  18. — “What  does  ravin  up  mean, 
in  ‘Macbeth’?” 

Stude. — “To  get  up  with  the  ravin.” 

Master  (to  declaimer  in  Room  18)  : — 
“You’ll  find  that  the  best  literary  support 
is  not  gained  by  leaning  against  that  book- 
case.” In  other  words,  straighten  up,  old 
man ! 

«•# 

Illi  quartus  pater. 

His  forefather. 


To  avoid  the  necessity  of  using  the  new 
fire-alarm  system,  there  is  a rule  that 
matches  must  not  be  carried  in  the  build- 
ing. This  does  not  seem  to  eliminate  all 
danger,  however.  A short  time  ago,  some 
one  came  near  “striking  a light”  with  a 
snowball ! Don’t  be  careless,  fellows. 


OOTBALL  being  over,  the 
school-boy  now  turns  again  to 
winter  sports : basketball,  track, 
and  hockey  are  about  to  have 
their  turn  in  the  popular  favor.  Although 
a discontinuance  of  all  games  and  meets 
took  place  until  after  the  Christmas 
vacation,  nevertheless,  the  forming  of  the 
teams  is  well  under  way  and  practice  of 
various  kinds  has  been  going  on  continu- 


ally. 

The  new  men  of  the  football  team  to 
receive  their  sweaters  this  year  are : Fish, 
’ll,  Green,  ’12,  Murphy,  ’ll,  P.  L.  Mac- 
Lellan,  ’ll,  Gersumky,  ’13,  King,  ’12, 
Craven,  T2,  Soucy,  ’12,  Graham,  ’12, 
Barry,  ’13,  Robinson,  ’12,  Manager  Ken- 
nedy, ’ll,  Higgins,  ’ll. 

Alfred  A.  Tate  has  been  elected  to  lead 
next  year’s  eleven. 

BASKETBALL 


In  basketball,  candidates  were  called  out 
the  first  week  after  Thanksgiving,  and  al- 
though there  were  only  about  twenty  at 
the  initial  meeting,  many  more  have  come 
out  for  the  team  since  then.  It  was 
doubted  at  first  that  Captain  Murray 
would  be  able  to  play,  having  had  serious 
trouble  with  his  eyes;  but  he  has  recently 
joined  the  team,  making  a valuable  addi- 
tion to  it.  Fish,  captain  of  last  year’s 
team,  will,  in  all  probability  be  able  to 


join  the  team  in  February,  but  not  sooner. 
Soucy  and  Gersumky,  who  played  last 
year,  are  selected  again,  and  with  good  rea- 
son, for  this  year.  For  the  remaining  po- 
sitions it  will  be  hard  to  select  the  best 
men  from  among  Fleming,  Graham,  Mac- 
Donald, Bond,  Barry,  Dohert}q  and  oth- 
ers. The  prospects  this  year  are  unusually 
brilliant,  and  a repetition  of  our  football 
record  is  expected.  Our  resignation  from 
the  league  made  it  possible  for  us  to  take 
on  two  games  with  the  High  School  of 
Commerce,  the  champions  for  last  year, 
and  they  will  appear  here  for  the  first  time 
in  our  School’s  history.  Manager  Temple 
has  arranged  the  following  schedule,  and 
requests  the  support  of  the  School : 

January  6.  Roxbury  at  Roxbury. 

January  10.  S.  Boston  at  B.  L.  S. 

January  13.  E.  Boston  at  E.  Boston. 

January  18.  II.  S.  of  Commerce  at  II. 
S.  of  Commerce. 

January  20.  E.  II.  S.  at  E.  H.  S. 

January  24.  Dorchester  at  B.  L.  S. 

January  31.  H.  S.  of  Commerce  at  B. 
L.  S. 

February  2.  M.  A.  H.  S.  at  B.  L.  S. 

February  7.  Dorchester  at  Dorchester. 

February  14.  E.  Boston  at  B.  L.  S. 

February  16.  M.  A.  H.  S.  at  M.  A. 
H.  S. 

February  24.  E.  H.  S.  at  B.  L.  S. 
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TRACK 

On  Tuesday,  December  13,  a meeting 
was  held  in  the  Hall  for  all  track,  basket- 
ball, baseball,  and  next  year’s  football  men. 
Coach  Fred  J.  O’Brien  gave  an  excellent 
half-hour  talk  on  the  Athletics  of  the 
School.  Briefly,  he  spoke  as  folows : 

“Show  some  spirit ! Don’t  let  twenty 
or  thirty  fellows  do  all  the  athletic  work 
of  the  School.  That  is  the  case  now;  very 
much  the  same  boys  come  out  for  football, 
basketball,  and  baseball.  The  Boston 
Latin  School  ought  to  have  the  best  teams 
in  Boston.  The  reason  why  we  don’t  do 
better  against  English  High  and  other 
schools  is  that  there  is  not  enough  spirit 
shown;  a few  fellows  are  allowed  to  do  all 
the  work.  Most  of  the  boys  are  content 
to  look  on,  instead  of  trying  to  get  on  the 
team  themselves.  Everybody  who  possibly 
can,  ought  to  come  out  for  track.  It  does 
not  matter  if  the  boy  thinks  he  is  no  good, 
the  exercise  will  benefit  him  greatly.  If 
a boy  tries  a thing  once  and  does  not  come 
up  to  his  own  expectations,  it  is  a poor 
sort  of  fellow  who  says,  T can’t  do  it,’  and 
then  quits.  He  ought  to  try  until  he  does 
do  it.  If  he  perseveres,  he  will  be  able 
to  accomplish  his  aim  before  very  long. 
Every  room  in  the  school  ought  to  have  a 
basketball  team,  and  play  games  with  the 
other  rooms. 

“Now  let’s  have  some  real  spirit  in  the 
school,  and  make  our  teams  the  best  in 
Boston.  Let  every  member  of  the  school 
who  can,  try  to  get  on  at  least  one  team. 
It  is  not  too  late;  every  one  who  has  not 
yet  come  out  for  track,  come  out  now !” 

That  we  shall  have  a good  track  team 
this  year  seems  certain.  Captain  Hanlon, 
Levi,  Knudson,  Potter,  Bond,  MacLellan, 
and  Phelan,  all  of  last  year’s  team,  are 
still  in  school.  In  addition  to  these  there 
are  some  men  who  did  fairly  good  work 
last  year,  but  who  failed  to  win  their  let- 


ter. There  is  also  some  promising  new 
material.  Practice  began  in  the  gymna- 
sium on  December  14.  Practice  for  the 
runs  will  be  held  on  the  new  outdoor  board 
track  at  the  Columbus  Avenue  grounds, 
when  it  is  completed.  Manager  Heath  is 
planning  a busy  season,  and  has  arranged 
the  following  dual  meets : 

January  13.  Dorchester  High  at  Dor- 
chester. 

January  20.  Cambridge  Latin  at  B. 
L.  S. 

January  27.  Commercial  High  at  B. 
L.  S. 

February  1.  English  High  at  B.  L.  S. 

February  10.  Lawrence  High  at  Law- 
rence. 

February  17.  Boston  College  High  at 
B.  L.  S. 

February  22.  Mechanic  Arts  at  B. 
L.  S. 

March  11.  Lowell  High  at  Lowell. 

The  Class  Meet  is  planned  for  January 
6.  In  addition  to  these,  meets  will  prob- 
ably be  arranged  with  Eindge  and  New- 
ton. 

HOCKEY 

The  Boston  Latin  School  is  to  be  rep- 
resented by  a hockey  team  this  winter. 
In  company  with  the  Brookline,  the  Cam- 
bridge Latin,  and  Wellesley  teams,  it  is  a 
member  of  the  Preparatory  League.  Law- 
rence S.  Heath  of  Eoom  16  has  been 
chosen  captain.  Potter,  Munro,  Heyer, 
Cheney,  Wescholofsky,  and  several  others 
are  out  for  the  team.  The  schedule  is  as 
follows : 

December  28.  Arlington  High  at  Ar- 
lington. 

January  6.  Eoxbury  Latin  at  Frank- 
lin Field. 

January  13.  Newton  High  at  Brae 
Burn. 

January  18.  B.  C.  High  at  Franklin 
Field. 

January  24.  Wellesley  High  at  Natick. 
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January  28.  Brown  and  Nichols  at 
Hammond’s  Pond. 

February  1.  Milton  High  at  Milton. 
February  4.  Cambridge  Latin  at  Som- 
erville. 

February  11.  Brookline  High  at 
Brookline. 


February  15. 
line. 

February  20. 
rose. 

February  22. 
ford. 


Stone  School  at  Brook- 
Melrose  High  at  Mel- 
Medford  High  at  Med- 


THE  OLD  GRIND 

The  bells  have  done  ringing, 

The  new  year  is  here, 

With  its  grind. 
Same  old  grind ! — 
But  e’er  to  be  winning, 

Ah,  fellows,  keep  grinning, 

And  brighter  the  year 
With  merry  good  cheer, 

And  you’ll  find 
That  the  grind 
Is  behind. 

Keep  steadily  swinging, 

And  merrily  singing 

And  soon  ’twill  appear 
That  gone  with  last  year 
Is  the  grind! 
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